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chicken for you." He broke into a ripple of merriment.
" It is our custom that the guest eats with us the first night.9'
He then became carried away with the humour of his thoughts.
" But it is not possible for us to eat with you, because we are
fasting! " He then grew serious. " Your servants down
below do not understand. They wish to give you dinner.
But it is our custom that you eat with us."

I ran downstairs to the place where the cars were parked,
knowing well what I should see. Yusuf, whose baseless
conception of me was still of one who traverses the desert
in a condition of Gargantuan and epicurean repletion, was
kneeling in the glare of a headlight, selecting from the ice
chest, pigeons, eggs, a tin of caviare, a bunch of carrots, some
onions, and a box of Camembert cheese. A group of astounded
monks stood by, gazing down on this floodlit exhibition of
man's greed. When I told Yusuf that dinner was cancelled,
he gave me the mournful look of an unjustly chastised
dog.

" Sir, you eat nothing," he cried with his arms outstretched,
an egg in one hand and a bunch of carrots in the other.
" You not like my cooking! "

" I love it, Yusuf," I told him, " and to-morrow you shall
do what you like."

" As you say," he replied with gloomy fatalism.

It was then too dark to see the monastery. I returned to
sit in the guest-house and wait for dinner. The odour of
a boiling fowl began to find its way about the place, and I
could hear close by the confused sound of many cooks tripping
over each other in a confined space. An hour passed and
nothing happened. I began to feel ravenously hungry. I
ventured to tip-toe to the room opposite and look inside.
Beyond a bedroom was a kitchen in which at least seven or
eight persons were moving about in the combined light of
a paraffin lamp and two brown church candles of unbleached
wax (as ordained, I thought unhappily, for the burial of the
dead). Mr. Vallinis, in his shirt sleeves, sat on a stone bench
cheerfully bandying words with the monks; Yusuf sat in a
corner gazing cynically at five black figures who stirred a
cauldron in turn and ran about the place in search of things.
It was a strange scene. I tip-toed away without being seen,
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